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Select Poetry.
From the Memphis (Tenn.) Bulletin.

A Song—"Stars and Stripes."

The flag of oar country! how proudly it
waves

O'er the Patriot's land, o'er their green
4 mossy graves;

Car country! our country? long may it
bid

Our hope and oar glory, oar boasts and
oar nride.

The stars and the stripes of a patriot

gi

thy fla"g: loYig, may it wave.

From the crystal gates of the frozen
North,

The stars of our country arc gleaming
' forth,
Unfurl d by the daring and noble

Kane,
They, sparkle end glance o'er the icy
' plain.
The flag of our country is floating on

high,
O'er the orange grove?, 'ncath a sunny

The song birds' home, with its fairy-lik- e

bowers,
la wealth of melody, of fragrance and

a flowers.

Onr Flag! It waving o'ci treasures un-

told,
Where streamlets arc gliding o'er sands

of gold;
Where the deep ravine and mountain

side,
Betoken rich treasures that in them

hide.
O'er the darksome forest; and bright

sunny vale,
The Flag of our country still floats on

the gale;
The stars and the stripes! May they wave

ever wave
O'er the Patriots' land, o'er the home

i of the brave.

CHORUS.
The American Flag! How proudly it

wavea
O'er the Patriots' land, o'er their green

moss graver,
Still floating in triumph, wherever it

goes,
The stars for its heroes, the stripes for

its lues.

Select Miscellany.

LOVING AND PATIENT.
BY T. S. ARTHUR

"A faithful wife, a tender mother, a
true friend, the life of our departed sis-
ter was beautiful. She had trial, pain,
suffering the common lot of all; but
there was this difference between our
sister and many others in her trials,
pains aud sufferings, she was always
loving and patient."

And with these words, the minister
closed his eulogy, His voice was earn
est, and there was a low tremor of feel
ing in its tones. He had known this
faithful wife, this tender mother, this
tree friend well, and therefore lie had
uttered no mere commonplaces, as he
stood, uncovered, by the grave around
which were gathered the weeping mourn-
ers.

"Loving and patient," said one to an-

other, as they walked- slowly amid the
flower-covere- d tombstones, on their way
oat from the cemetery. "Yes, she was

"all that few so loving, few so patient."
"And few with more need ofpatience,"

was replied. "They speak of home
martyrs sometimes. I think she was
one. The loving heart asks for love in
return, and if it receives not this food
to nourish its life in sufficient measure,
it droops, wastes and dies. So did our
precious friend."

"Ton think so?"
"I am sure of it."
"Mr. Carson was not an unkind

man."
"He did not treat her with the bru-

tality of an ignorant French peasl,
bat, for all '.uar, he- - is none the less
guilty of having diminished, by years,
(ps period of her earthly existence."

"Then it was an uncongenial mar-
riage." said the other.

"A mild way of speaking truth," an
swered the friend. "Yes, it was, I
think, wholly uncongenial for her. He
fraSj probably, as well satisfied with her
as he would nave beea. with any woman.
Eke ministered to his selfish pleasures,
and was, as we hare just heard, loving
and patient. It was all right, so far as
his enjoyments were concerned; as for
Iter, life, 1 think, was one long martyr-
dom of the heart. But it is over now,
and she sleeps well."

And so they talked, as they went out
frost the place of graves.

"Lovinst and patient." The bereaved
husband carried the words home with
him. They bad fallen upon his ears
with new meaning, as applied to his
wife, and gave to his mind a certain new
perception as to her character. "A
faithful wife, a tender mother, a true
friend." Thesis were the minister's
words also, and they were sounding still
in bis ears. How singularly elevated
bad become, al at once, Mr. Carson's

idea of his wife. Her character stood
ont with a new distinctness. "She had
trial, pain, suffering." Alas! and this
was true also tiuc to the bereaved hus-
band in a way never before appreciated.

.Back to his home returned Mr. (Jar-so-

and gathered his motherless child-
ren iround him. How very, very des-
olate he felt. What a pressure there
was upon his bosonl what an aching
void within.

"Loving and patient." The brief
sentence found an involuntary repeti-
tion in bis mind. He kept saying it
over and over, until memory began to
draw pictures of the past. Let us trans-
fer
TT

one
- .

of
-

these
X . pictures to canvas.. .

e heart-ach- c.

They had been married over a year,
when Mrs. Carson who had not sejn her
mother during that period, asked to "go
home," a distance of sonic two hundred
miles, and make a short visit. Since
her marriage she had not visited the
dear ohl place, though her heart kept
goiug back to its loved ones yearningly
all the while.

"I don't see how that is possible," an-

swered her husband, coldlv, and in evi
dent surprise at the request. "You
can't go alone; and for me to leave my
business is out of the question."

Tears came instantly to tho soft
brown eyes of the young wife.

"I have not seen my mother siuee I
came from home."

"Down, down through years came to
Mr. Carson the voice of his wife, as it
trembled on this sentence. Not a sin-

gle shade of its tender sadness was gone.
And now it fell upon sensitive ears,
that searched into all its meanings.
But when living lips uttered the words
so faithfully kept by memory, they
awakened no feeling of sympathy in his
selfish heart. "Came from home!" He
then said to himself angrily, "Isn't this
her home?"

"Write to your mother, and ask her
to come and make us a visit," replied
Mr. Carson.

"Mother has a large family, and many-tares-
.

She could not get away for so
long a jouruey."

"And you have cares, and a home
where ycur presence is needed," said
the husband. Then he added, "No, no,
Mary, I can't see that it is possible
now."

lean go alone." Tears, luul kept
gathering in spite of her efforts to re
press them, aud now a few drops fell
slowly over her cheeks.

"Don't think of that for a moment.
I am particularly opposed to ladies trav-
eling alone. I don't think it at all
safe. And then, the baby is young. It
would be certain to take cold, and might
contract a fatal disease."

"Baby is nerly three months old "
"It's no use arguing the matter," said

Mr. Carson, with considerable impa-
tience of maimer. "You cau't go.
Mary, and you might as well give it up
at once."

.Tcmoryhad kept, with daguerreotype
fidelity, the expression of his wife's
face, when he flung back upon her this
unfeeling interdiction, and now it was
before him in all of its rebuking sad-ucs- s.

"Loving and patient." This was the
commentary. No angry, impatient or
rebellious word escaped her lips, nor
did a frown disfigure her brow. But
she seemed to shrink before him, as if a
strong hand had born down hard upon
her.

Two months from that time, news
came of the mother's sudden illness.

"I must go home now," she said.
'It is impossible for me to accom-

pany yon. Wait for a few days. Your
mother will be well again."

"I can go alone, Thomas," urged 3Irs.
Carson.

"I will not consent to that, Mary,"
was positively objected. "Next week,
if your mother should continue to grow
worse, I will go with you."

"Oh, Thomas! If 1 should never see
her alive! '

"You indulge a needless alarm,"
said the husband, coldly. "This sick-
ness is but temporary, and will pass
away."

The pleader was silenced, but the
pale, sad face gave signs of intense suf
f'ering. A whole week passed without
utuliicl Y0rd. Then came a letter from
her father in these words

"Your mother is dying. Come! O,
couio quickly! Wo have been looking
for you every hour during the last four
days. Don't delay a moment after re-

ceiving this, if you would see your mo-

ther alive."
"There was no objection to urge now.

But when Mrs. Carson the
threshold ovet which she had gone
forth a bride, it was to fall, with a deep
wail of anguish, insensible across the bed
where lay the cold form of her almost
idolizied mother, back to whom she had
so panted to fly, through more than a
year of patient waiting.

There was a strange expression in the
face of Mrs. Carson for months after-
wards. Its meaning her husband did
not seek to penetrate. Indeed, percep-
tion with him had no plummet-lin- e that
could reach far enough down to fathom
her consciousness. Months passed be-

fore any warmth came back to her
cheeks, or any light to her dreamy eyes.
Yet no murmur or reproach escaped her
lips. She was loving, dutiful and pa-

tient. But she never spoke to Mr. Car-

son of her mother. Once or twice he
referred to the dear departed one, but

she did not seem to hear his remark;
aud he, from a vague suspicion of the
truth, held back from repeating the re-

ference.
With what painful distinctness was

this whole scene restored, as Mr. Lar
son sat grieving over his groat loss, in
the desolate home from which the light
of a loving face had departed forever.
Oh, what would he not have given for
power to change that one cruel act!
Away from the rebuking record, writ-
ten in his book of life in characters nev-

er to be erased, the grieving and repent-
ant man turned his eyes; but it was on-
ly to gaze upon another almost as pain-
ful to behold. As this faded, memory
restored their scenes in which he was
the mean, selfish oppressor, and she the
loving, patient, long suffering wife. It
had been all exaction on his part, and
gentle compliance on hers, even though
compliance must often have been through
reluctance or pain. He had been a
selfish tyrant; she a yielding, dutiful
subject, though often burdened beyond
nature's power of endurance.

And now, as Mr. Carson read over
tho past, he saw new meanings in al-

most every The sad eye;
the pale, pleading face that grew thin
ner aud paler with every parsing year;
the almost stony look that answered to
his unkind words; the silence that often
sealed her lips for hours after his arbi-
trary denials; all these and more, were
present to him now. and he tried, but
in vain, to put them out of sight.

How little had he taken her needs of
mind or body into consideration, during
all the years of their married life. He
had scarcely thought of her as a being
with necessities like his own; but rather
as one given to be the servant of his
wants and pleasures. It mattered little
how she thought, felt, or desired. If
her action served him, that reached the
compass of his estimates.

"Loving and patient." What a new
power to smite him as with a whip of
stinging scorpions, was this testimony of
the preacher gaining every moment.
Yes, she had been loving and patient
amid cruel wrongs and neglects, that
sapped the foundations of her life.
Loving and patient, though daily she
bent lower and lower beneath the heavy
weight of her unchcered duties.

As these were the memories that
came back upon the bereaved husband

las. hesat, with his motherless children,
in tne home now made desolate, lucre
had been an angel in his house for
years; but in his blind selfishness he had
not recognized her presence, even though
her hand crowned his days with com-
fort, and made his pillow soft for him at
night. And worse than this: for good
deeds he had returned harshness; for
love, coldness; and for gentle words,
unkindly speech.

Not a gleam of consolation found its
way into this night of sorrow and self
rebuke. Our dead return not. As we
have seen them, so will be our memories
of them--blesse- d, or accusing memories
according to our deeds.

How many hundred of bereaved hus-
bands arc sitting in the shadow of grief

mourning for the departed ones,
whese loving presence will no more give
warmth aud light to their dwellings?
Ah! what are their companion-thoughts- ?

What their crowding memories? What
their pictures from the past? Like
those of Mr. Carson? Not all, wc trust;
yet, to all must come the recollection of
acts or omissions, that the world if pos-
sessed, would hardly seem too much to
give, if that great sacrifice could change
the record.

But to those who have still their home
treasures around them, the lesson comes
with hope as well as rebuke. Ah, how
little inclined arc some men to think,
that the patient, uueomplaining ones,
who move daily through their dwellings,
have equal wants and aspirations with
themselves. How singularly inclined
are selfish sensual-minde- men, to un-

dervalue and think lightly of a woman's
wants, yearnings, peculiarities, and ne-
cessities. Their range of thought and
feeling, sweeps rudely away from hers.
Their hearts but rarely respond to the
same touches of sympathy. If, now,
and then a wife drops her pure pearls
of feeling at the feet of her husband, he
tramples them in light scorn under his
feet, and she learns, from these sad
experiences, to keep more sacred her
precious treasures. And so she with-
draws more and inprc into herself, and,
it may be, turns to her husband some
rougher side of her character, thus ex-
posing one that will suffer least from
the rude contact to which she is daily
exposed.

Ah! who can tell in what externally
pleasant homes these fearful heart-martyrdo-

arc going on. Beautiful man-
sions, rich attired, give charm and ele-

gance to our streets. They smile down
upon us every where, with their assu-
rance of happy hearts within. But.
every now and then, wan faces, and sad
dreamy eyes look out upon us from the
windows; or we catch glimpses, through
fluttering vails, of hopeless counte-
nances, as victims of social wrongsglide
iu and out of waitiug carriages. Alas!
alas! What a mockery ol life is all this!
If some are not patient and loving, as
was Mrs. Carson, who bore up under
her heavy burdens with seeming cheer-
fulness, until sho fell exhausted, and
perished by the way side, ere half the
usual allotment of days was filled up,
who can wonder who can strongly
blame? All have not the religious trust
that gave strength in her weakness, and

hope in her despair.
Still, blessings on the lovin pnu pa- -

tient, though even their paths rough,
and their trials sharp! They Hbs away
like the rest falling at noon Sd rnid- -

day in the journey of life bu tffpeir de
parturcs is in light, and, as mur gar- -

ments trail behind them in tair final
passage upwards, to all eyes, ojBi those
made cdullst by selfish feelm gSMpey arc
seen as angels.

Rarey's Method of Horseiug.
The Scientific American
This new system of tatningBfound

cd on the well-know- n proeeesemfMoyed L

iu subduing buffalo calves and wild
horses taken by the lasso, and consists
iu simply gradually advancing toward
the horse to be subdued until you are
able to place your hand on the animal's
nose and over his eyes, and then breathe
strongly and gently, as judgment may
dictate, into the nostrils. We have the
authority of Catlin, in his "Letters and
Notes on the American Indians," that
this process is the one practiced by the
Indians in taming the wild horses of
the prairies, and that it is invariably at-

tended with success."
Catiiu says:
I have often in concurrence with a

known custom of the country, held my
hands over the eyes of a buffalo calf, and
breathed into his nostrils, after which I
have, with my traveling companions,
rode several miles into our encampment,
with the little prisoner busily following
the heels of my horse the whole way, as
closely and affectionately as its instincts
would attach it to its dam. This is one
of the most extraordinary things I-- have
witnessed since I came into the wild
country; and although I had often
heard of it, and felt unable exactly to
believe it, I am now willing to bear tes-

timony to the fact, from the numerous
instances which I have seen since I
came into the country.

BI was stopping at Cape May.
As usual, I was at llarwood's, and of
course my wife was with mo. About
two o'clock one morning, I was awaken- -

ed by a reveille tap from my better half
'For gracious sake!" she whispered,
"if you want to laugh just listen to that
gentleman and his wife hunting a mouse
in the next room.

"Ee-ee-aw!- " I murmured, hn awake.
"Now do just wake up. To morrow,

when I tell the story, you'll be sorry
that you were not awake to the reality."

Thus adjure, I awoke in right earn-
est, too late to hear any of the mouse
hunt, but just in time to hear the next
room door opened, and a little, quaver-
ing, dandy voice, (which I at once re-
cognized as that of Pinkey) called out
to some distant night-walke- r:

"Wai taw! teal-tan- :' wai-TAW-

No answer. of
"Po-taw- ! po-taw! !"

No answer.
Watch man! icafch-man- ! watch-

man!" if
"That's me, sir," growled a deep

voice.
' Watch man, come here diwecfly!

We're in gwatc trouble! There's a mouse
in this appawtment, and it nibbles

iu de most distwactcd manner.
I spoke to Mr. Harwood about it and
he promised to have the mouse wemov-ed- ,

but he hasn't done it. Aw think it
vewey unhandsome conduct of Mr. Har-
wood to rllow the mouse to wemain, af-
ter pwomising that it should be wemov-cd- .

Watchman Mrs. Pinkey is vewy
appwehensive of mice. Can't you come
in and catch de eweature?"

"Fraid not, sir. It's too late, and I
should he certain to wake up some board-
ers as mightn't like it."

"How wediculous! Well. (a long
pause.) watchman couldn't you just step
down to the bar-woo- aud yet some
cwalcen and chest, and entice the animal
out into tte entry.'"

A brief remark from the watchman
that the bar was closed, sent Mr. Pink
ey back into his mouse haunted dormi-
tory.

a

IModesty, " Who shall win the ofprize? "There was a meeting of the flow-

ers, and the judge was appointed to
the prize of beauty.

'Who shall win the prize?" asked the
rose, proudly rushing forward in blush-
ing beauty, iu full assurance of its win-

ning worth.
"Who shall win the prize?" asked the

rest of the flowers, as they came forward,
each conscious of its own attractions,
and each equally sure of rccciviug the
reward.

' I will take a peep at the assemblage,"
thought the Violet, not intending tomake
one of tho company, "and see thebeau-tic- s

as they pass."
Just as it was raising its modest head

from its humble and retiring corner, and
was looking in upon the meeting, the
judge rose to render the decree.

"To the Violet," said he, "I award I

the prize of beauty, for there is no trait
more rare none more euchantingly
beautiful, than modesty.

An honest son of Erin, green
from his pere grinations,put his head in-

to a lawyer's offico and asked the in-

mate
A

"An' what do you sell here?"
'Blockheads, 'replied the limb of thelaw
"Och, then, to be sure," said Pat, "it

must be a good trade, for I see there is
but one of them left."

BsaJ-T-hc three great conquerors of the
world arc Fashion, Love and Death.

The Smith Family.
Henry Smith, the razor-sro- p man,

who is known all over the country, as
one of the originals, gave a sketch of
some of the Smiths in one of his speeches
to the citizens of Providence, R. I., a
few days since. We copy it from a
Providence paper:

Per aps there are some gentlemen in
this respected crowd who do not know
who I am. That I am famous I know,
and I also know that fame is but of
comparative worth. There may be
some eentlemen here. who. although
highly intelligent and well versed in
general knowledge, are yet so far be- -

. . , . ... ...uina me limes as not to Know that my
name is Smith. To such I take great
pleasure in introducing myself.

Gentlemen, my name is Smith, and I
am proud to say that I am not ashamed
of it. It may be that no person in this
crowd owns that very uncommon name.
If, however, there be one such, let him
hold up his head, pull up his dickey,
turn up his toes, take courage and thank
his stars that there are "a few more left
of the same sort."
Smith, gentlemen is an Industrious mine.And stands very high in the anualjof fame.
Let White, Urown, aud Jones increase as they

will,
Uolievc Erie, tile Smiths will outnunibcr them

still.
Gentlemen, lam proud of being an

original Smithi not SMITH A', nor a
SM I'THE, but a regular, natural, ori-

ginal SMITH, Smith. Puttiug a Y
in the middle or an E at the end won't
do gentlemen. Who ever heard of a
great man by the name of Smyth or
Sniitbe? Echo answers tcho, aud every-
body says lutbody. But as for Smith,
plain SMITH, Smith, why the pillars
of fame are covered with that honored
name.

Who were the most racy, witty and
populous authors of this country? Ho-
race and Albert Smith.

Who the most original, pithy and hu
morous preacher: Lev. bidney teiuith.

To s.o farther back, who was the bold-
est and bravest soldier in Sumpfer's
army, in the Revolution? A Smith.

Who palavered with Powhattan, gali-vant-

with Pocahontas, and became
the ancestor of the first families in Vir-
ginia? A Smith again.

Aud who I ask, and I ask the ques-
tion seriously and soberly, who I sy is
that man, aud what is his name, who
has fought the most battles, made the
most speeches, preached the most ser-

mons, held the most office.1, sung the
most songs, written the most poems,
courted the most women, kissed the
most girls, run away with the most
wives and married the most widows?
History says, you suy, I say, and every-
body says, Joux Smith.

To go back still farther, the Scrip-
tures speak of one Alexander the cop-
per smith. Farther back still, we read

Tubal Cain, who was an artificer in
brass and iron. And I have no doubt,
gentlemen, that the great progenitor of
our race would have been called Smith,

his name had'nt been Adam.
And now, gentlemen, in conclusion,

let me ask, who is that benevolent and
self sacrificing individual, who rcgard-lu- l

of the wants of humanity, strives to
cheer the hearts of men, to dry up the
tears of women, and hush tho cry of
children, by declaring eternal aud ex-

terminating war against all, each and
every dull, razor, knife, shears, and
scissors in this great and "gclorious"
country? Modesty, respected fellow
citizens, that natural and retiring mo-

desty which is so peculiar to that hon-
ored family of which I have spoken, for
bids me to mcution his name.

Let it suffice to say, that if auy gen-

tleman in this most respectable and in-

telligent crowd wishes to procure an ar-

ticle that is warranted to sharpen his
wife's scissors, his boy's knife, his own
razor, his wi'.s or his appetite, I stand
ready as the sole representative of all
theSmith's, whether blacksmith's, white-
smiths, goldsmiths, silversmith's, cop-

persmiths or John Smiths, to sell him
keen, close, cute, cunning, capable,

curious and capital razor strop, of which,
am proud to sayr, "I have a few more
the same sort," and the price is

cents!

1'ue Other Side. Once in a happy
home, a sweet bright baby died. On the
evening of the day when the children
gathered arouud their mother, all sit-

ting very sorrowful, Alice the olecst,
said

".Mother, you took all the care of the
baby while she was here, and you car-
ried and held her in your arms all the
while sho was ill; now, mother, who
took her on "the other side?"

"On the other side of what Alice?"
"On the other side of death; who took

the baby on the other side, mother? She
was so little, she could not go alone."

"Jesus met her there," answered
mother. "It is he who took little chil-

dren in his arms to bless them, and
said, Suffer them to come unto me, and
forbid, them not, for of such is the king-Ido-

of heaven?' He took the baby on
the other side."

Old Mrs. Jones is ninety-tw-

vnars of a' o. and is much given to- -

miner. On beine informed of th
drowning of Mr. Brown, she exclaimed:

"La, I know'd the poor man was dead,
'cause I seed his apparatus in a dream,
t'other night."

An enterprising furrier "re-

spectfully announces to ladies who wish
genuine furs, that he makes muffs, boas,
&c. out of their own s'n'n'" a

Questions Answered.
The Nebraska Post, under the abovo

caption, says:
A few days since wo received a letter

from a friend at the East, making inqui-
ries in regard to our Territory, from
which we clip the following questions
and apply the answers:

'What kind of country do you live in?'
'Mixed and exteusive. It is made up'

principally of land and water.'
'What kind of weather?'
Long spoils of weather are frequent.

Our sunshine comes off principally du-
ring the day time.'

'Have you plenty of water, and how
got?'

'A good deal of water scattered about,
aud geoeally got in pails and whisky.'

'Is it hard?'
'Rather so, when you have to go half

a mile,: and wade in mud knee deep to
get at it.'

'What kiud of buildings?'
'Allegoric, Ionic, Anti-Calori- log

and slabs. The buildings are chiefly
out-door- and so low between joints that
the chimney s all stick out through the
roof.

'What kind of society?'
'Good, bad, hateful, indifferent and

mixed.'
'Any aristocracy?'
'.Vary one.'
'What do your people do for a living,

mostly?'
'Some work, some laze round, one's a

shrewd business manaser, and several
drink whisky.'

'Is it cheap living there?'
'Only five cents a glass, and the water

thrown in.'
'Any taste for music?'
'Strong. Buzz and bucksaws in the

day time, cat fight
ing nights.

'Auy pianos there?'
'No, but we have several cow-bell- s and

a tin-pa- in every lamuy.
'Any manfacture;,?'
'Every household. All our children

are home productions.
'What could a genteel family in mod-

erate circumstances do there fur a liv-ing?- 'r

'Work, shave notes, hunt, fish, steal,
or, if hard pinched, buy and cell town
property.'

'Are your people intelligent?'
'Some know every thing that happens,

and some things that do not.'
'Would they appreciate a well-bre- d

family of sous and daughters?'
'Certainly. Great on blooded stock;

would take them to our next Territorial
fair and exhibit them.'

Dear friend, your questions are an-
swered. 'Bring on your well bred stock
and make your home with us.

Did thee receive aiy remittance,
Nathan, my son?"

"Ycs,Fathcr."
"Then why did thee not buy a new

coat thy present one is fragile."
"Why, the fact is, I left all my mon

ey in the batik at New Orleans."
"Ah! thy economy is certainly com-

mendable. In what bank?''
"I do not exactly remember in what

bank, father I know it was a very good
one, as it had a scriptural name. It
was Oh! let me see it was the Pharoh
bank, I think."

"Son, banks are very unsafe now and
thee had better send for thy money im-

mediately"
Sou took a coughing spell.

The Dream of Life. How few of
us at the close of our own lilecan say,
"1 have filled and occupied the posi-
tion to which I have looked forward
when a boy. In the onward progress of!
life, how often in some stray moment
of thought and reflection, do we find
ourselves inquiring, is this as I hoped '

have I enacted my dream? and the
answer is invariably Wo look forward
in childhood and only look forward
without reflection. We build up gor-
geous palaces, wc sketch a career of life
ami golden sunshine what arc they
and where are they when years sober us? "

Cool impuden e. The editor of a
Western paper owes a bank about H,-00-

for which they hold his note. The
defaulting wag announces it thus in his
paper: "There is a large collection of
autographs of distinguished individuals
deposited for safe keeping in the bi.net
of the Farmers' and Merchants' Bank,
each accompanied with a note in the
hand writing of the autographist. We
learn they have cost the band a great
deal of money. Th"y paid over a thou
sand dollars tor ours. Wc hope great
care is taken to preserve these capital
and iuterrcstiuj relics, as should they be
lost we doupt whether they could be
easily collected again. Should the bank,
however, be so unfortunate as to lose,
ours, we'll let them have another at
half price, in consequence of the very
hard times."

rsju Quoth Pitric of the Yankee
"Be dad, if he was cast away on a deso-

late island, he'd get up the next mornin,
an' go rouud sellin' maps to the inhabi-
tants."

Egy-- The flowers fade, the heart with-pr- s

mm trrows old an dies; but time
writes no wrinkles on the brow of etcr- -

nity.
BSf-Doi-

ng good is no idle enterprise;
its difficulties abouud, but its fruits are
not doubtful.

JfS-W- hat ship's boat ought to contain
happy crew? The jolly boat.

Doesticks on Lager Beer.
Docsticks has been trying to ascer-

tain by experiment whether or not La-
ger is intoxicating, and below is given,
in his own language, the result:

"The first glass seemed Jike sour
strong beer with a good deal of water in
it; the next was not quite so sour, and
tbe next one tasted as though thi ori-
ginal beer had been stronger and tney
did not dilute it so much. Thee we
rested, and as I had drank three Pints
already, I was willing to quit, but Dam-pho- ol

assured me 'Lager isn't intoxica-
ting,' so after a little settling dowa? I
thought I could hold another glass and
ordered it; it was brought by a youu
lady who. seemed to have four eyes jSjm
two nose3 - pointing in different direc-
tions, which unusual effect was undoubt-
edly caused by siuake. . , t

Then 1 thought' d have a glass .of
Lager, (a liquid known to most Of 'the
inhabitants of Manhattan.) W Arae'
brought by' a girt so pretty that I im-

mediately ordered two more, and kept
her waiting for the chaege each time so.
I could look at hor then we had some
ehecso full of holes; then we took some
Lager to fill up the holes; and then wW
took a sausage: Damphool sucensted
that tho sausage was made of dog; se.
wc had some Lager to drown the dpj;N
then we had some sardines; Damphool
said it would be cruel to keep the fishes'
without a supply of the liquid element,
so we had some Lager for the fishes to
swim in; then we had some bretzeL
Damnhool said the bretnr" WerV'
crooked that they V'dfrVd-nofIose- ,

so we nad so'rte Linger tO'lnr ttp the
chinks; then I made a speech to tins
company; short but to the point, and
received with applause it was sddress,.
cd to the who'.c crowd and was "iff
this effect, 'Gentlemen, let's hare somo
Lager? oH ,b 71 ".

By this time my friends had by soma
mysterious process become mysteriously
multiplied, and there were fifty Dam-phool- s,

and they all excepted the inViT
tation, and we had the Lager there
were forty glasses and in trying te make
the circuit of the room and' touch, my
glass to every one of theirs I fell over a;

table which very impertinently stepped
before me, and as I went down I'kno'tfk
ed a small Dutchman into tiie-eo'r-

then I fell over him, then I partially re-
covered myself and sat on his head, then
T gut up mid stepped on his stomach,
then I demanded an instant ppoldgy,
then I called for six glasses of Larger;
and tho girl brought them all in one
hand. I tried to take them all in ouo
hand, but broke three, then I tried to
drink out of the remaining three all at
once, and in so doing I took an invol-
untary showcrbath, then I tried to pay
for the whole fifty glasses and the dam-
age with a dime and a Spanfsh Quarter,
and demanded that he should give my
change in gold dollars, there seemed to
be seine difficulty about this, and' VUA

hadn't known that Liger isn't intoxica-
ting I should liavo thought tho man was
drunk."

T- S- As Deacon A- - -- ,on an extreme- -
ly cold morning in old timds,' vias ridirlj
by the house of his neighbor :B;t1
latter was chopping wood. The'1 usuiri
salutations were exchanged, the severi-
ty of the weather briefly discussedt and
the horseman made demonstrations of
passing on , when his neighbor detain-
ed him with: ,

'Dou't be in a hurry, deacon. Wouldn't
you like a glass of good old Jamica, ibis,
morning?"

"Thank you, kindly," said the- - eld
gentleman, at the same time beginning
to dismount with all the deliberation
becoming a deacon, "I dont care if I
do."

"Ah, don't trouble yourself to get
off, deacon," said the neighbor, "I mere-
ly asked fur information. We haven't
a drop in the house.

XtQi,A tiplcr who had his load on
'fetched up" against the side of a house
which had been newly painted. Shov-
ing himself clear by a vigorous effort lie
took a glimpse at his shoulder, another
at the house, a third at his hand, an,4 ex-

claimed "Well, that is, a careieas triejk
in whoever painted that house, to leave
it standing out all night for people to
run airinst." '

:: , i, IiajlJf
BQi,A young swell was in the desk

with a glass in one eye, "reading him-
self in," and when be came to the woTds
"He that hath cars to hear let him," Jio
travestind them thus: "He that hath
yahs to yah, let him yah!"

Law and (Jrammau. When a Ken-
tucky judge, some years since, was as-

ked, by an attorney, upon some strange
ruling, " Is that law, your honor?" ho
replied, "If the court understands her-sci- f,

and she think he do, it are!"

"Henry love, I wish you would throw
awav that book and talk to mc 1 Icel
so dull. (A long silence and no rcply.)
"Oh Henry my foot's asleep."

"Is it? Well dou't talk, you might
wake it." , ,

Bf'Boy whers does this road go to?'
"I don't think it goes anywhere. I al-
ways sees un here every morning."

8What is worse than raining eats
and dogs? Hailing cabs aud oruuibu- -

rs never differ or. the sub-
ject of bleeding their patients.

gcWhen docs a cow become real es- -
tate? Wfren turned into a field.. . .


